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didn't scatter, they just went around in circles.  But, in any
case, this was no time to get a goat in our propeller.
" Of course, we can stay up here all day and run out of
gasoline," Ben said as we zoomed around this field, " but
here goes."
He put her down in a flat spot the size of a handkerchief,
kicked the rudder over, cut the switch, slapped on the
brake, and skidded the ship. The Navy was sitting as nice
as you please on the airfield at Malaga. And the goats never
batted an eye.
I walked through the dust to a shed near the road to
telephone the American consul in Malaga. Could he request
a squad of Spanish soldiers from some garrison to guard
this plane ? While we waited for this guard, Ben and I got
ready to rope down the ship. By the time we had finished
sinking the stakes and making the plane fast, the Spanish
infantry arrived.
They came down the road in a clattering truck, jumped
off, and waved a cheery good-bye to their driver. Formed
in a squad, full-kitted for a long war, they marched grimly
at us from the edge of the field. The sergeant brought
them to a snappy halt. Guns rattled off their shoulders,
thumped the ground. The men stood at fairly rigid atten-
tion. It looked too much like a firing-squad to be amusing.
Ben had a long talk with the sergeant, ending in the
distribution of our priceless cigarettes, and the men began
to pitch their tents. The automobile from Gibraltar had
appeared by this time. With cheers and farewells, we left
this beehive scene in a cloud of dust. It was going to be a
sixty-five mile drive to Gibraltar.
This road runs along the sea, winding as the shore does,
climbing the rocky ledge or dipping to the edg^e of the
soft beach. Great clusters of olive trees line the highway,
terraces of vineyards mount towards the hills. Lazy little
towns basked in Spain's sun. Berlin was the ugly world of
colour in camouflage. This was the world of colour in
charm. Houses pressed close to the edge of the street. Gay
bird-cages stood over the arches of the doors. Windows
shook with flowers, fountains bubbled idly, inviting any
and all. ^ A woman in a shawl and a wide striped skirt, and
a girl with long, black hair, waved as we went by. So did